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Author's Notes: 
Just a short one this time. Most of it was written during my lunch break at work. | guess it pays to eat at 


my desk ;) 


Special thanks to my ever helpful beta Andy. Thanks also to Jessy for her support :) 


Dirk walked into the bar in a miserable mood; today's studio time had been torture. He just wanted a cold beer 
and a place to think 


"The usual?" asked the bartender from behind the counter. 
"Yeah." 
"You ok? You look like you've been run over by a truck." 


Dirk laughed nervously. It was that obvious, was it? 


"Its nothing. I'm fine." 

"You sure? People often tell me I'm a good listener." 

Dirk sighed. "It's nothing you can help me with. | just need a place to think" 

"Well if you ever change your mind, you know where to find me," said the bartender with a smile. 


Dirk snorted as he grabbed the beer off the counter, and made his way over to one of the deserted tables. 
The bar itself was empty save for a few people here and there. This is the perfect place to get away, he 
thought to himself. No bandmates, no hassles, and more importantly no Kai. Dirk fiddled with his glass on the 
table, turning it in circles. Why couldn't it have gone like it was supposed to? Nothing should have changed by 
adding a new member, other than getting used to their quirks. 


At first it had been great. He had the freedom to concentrate on his bass playing, no more having to do 
endless guitar solos. Now he could just bounce around on stage, never having to go back to his microphone to 
trigger some guitar effect. Henjo seemed like a perfect fit to the group; he was quiet but had a wicked sense 


of humor once you got to know him. 


It was all going smoothly until he noticed a change in Kai. Usually Kai would come up to him onstage during the 
solos but now? Now he preferred to spend most of his time next to Henjo. Well, they're both guitarists so it 


made sense, he supposed. It's not like Kai was going to completely ignore him, right? 


Wrong. The times he would walk towards him onstage became non-existent. That's when the pain started. He'd 
been so used to Kai standing nearby that the thought of him not being there hurt. It hurt like hell. So much so 
that he started to block it out with alcohol. Not enough to be a problem, just enough to deaden his emotions. 
Yes, he could just talk to Kai about it but what would he say? 


Dirk sighed as he stared at the glass of golden liquid in front of him. 

He wanted his Kai back. 

He wished he was his, all his for the taking - God, he must be fucking losing his mind. It must be the liquor 
talking. He can't be feeling this way; this is Kai we're talking about! The guy who gathers I8 year old girls by 
the dozens without having to bat an eyelash. He's not interested in that. Nor will he ever be - so just push 


that thought out of your head like a good boy, Dirk. 


Still. Those looks he used to give in the early days. Having his intense, brown eyes boring into his head as he 
watched him play. That devious grin plastered all over his face just waiting to break into a laugh. 


He smiled to himself. 


The way we would chase each other during "Heading For Tomorrow." Our bandmates would watch us and think 


we had lost our minds. We didn't care; we were having way too much fun giggling like loons. 

Now, it's all gone. No more nights sharing a room, watching some obscure English comedy on TV, all the while 
working out song ideas or some guitar lick that Kai had thought up. No more watching him as he slept in the 
adjacent bed, all curled up in a ball with his blankets bunched up around him. 

Dirk sighed as he reached for the glass. 

Face it, you've been replaced. It's not like it's the first time it's happened and it won't be the last. Kai doesn't 
mean to do it. He's probably just excited to have someone else to bounce ideas off. He will tire of Henjo and 
come back. 

Half of him wanted to believe that.. and yet the other half just wanted to fall into a heap and cry. 

Fucking emotions! 

He didn't have this problem in the past. Why now? Why him? 

Maybe because Kai was one of the few people that truly understood him. Most people thought he was weird 
or strange, his ideas being met with confused looks or laughs. Kai never thought that way. It was instant 
chemistry when they first met, a kind of chemistry that you rarely see between two individuals. They had 
their own private jokes that only they understood. It used to bug the hell out of Ralf, who wanted to know 
what they were laughing at. It was nice having someone around that knew what he was thinking. 

They fit together, maybe too well. 

Dirk took a swig of his drink and rested his chin on his hand. 


| cant think clearly anymore. My vision has been clouded by these emotions. That or too much beer. 


Dirk snorted and laid his head on the table in front of him, ignoring the way the barman glanced over, curious. 


Sighing, he closed his eyes and tried to think of something else. 


